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Chapter One: Enter the Duck 


Author's Notes: 
Major thanks go to Entropy Rose for this. 


"Motherfucker!" A crash that's probably something pretty fucking expensive follows the screeching curse word 
and | jerk up on the couch, nearly dislodging poor Clyde who coils tightly around my arm in protest. "I'm going 
to fucking kill you!" The scream, undeniably Axl's, penetrates my skull directly into my brain. | wince and glance 
at Izzy beside me. He stares blankly back, though more at Clyde than me, | think, so | turn to look at Steven 


who's sitting in a nearby chair. He shrugs and sinks deeper into the overstuffed furniture. 


"You son of a bitch! Come back here, cocksucker!" The door to the dressing room slams into the wall as Ax! 
burst inside with a flurry of red hair chasing..chasing.. | blink as a small white duck quickly waddles past my 
feet. The hell? | stare at Steven Our lips start to twitch. "Fucking-" Axl flips a chair out of the way and 
overturns a table as the duck waddles under it, quacking wildly. "break your fucking neck and-" Axl makes a 
quick dodge to the right, kicking empty beer cans out of his way. We really can't help ourselves. Steven starts 


to snicker and soon we're both laughing hysterically. Even Izzy has a small smile on his face. 


"What's wrong, dude?" Steven asks between laughing and gasping for breath. "Down home country boy like you 


can't even catch a duck?" 


Axl swears and pushes a case out of his way, bounding over one of the few chairs left upright in the room as 


the duck swerves to the left. 
"Maybe you should get Izzy to help!" | add. 
Steven laughs harder. "Two country boys should be able to right?" 


"Shut the fuck up." | stop laughing when | hear the quiet but threatening hiss and glance over at Izzy who's 
glaring back at me. | can nearly hear his teeth grinding. "Maybe YOU should help, Slash, like a good little nigger 
boy, yeah?" 


| draw my eyebrows down as | frown. "That's not fucking funny, man" Sensing my agitation, Clyde twists 
himself free of my grasp and slithers over my lap, trying to head for the floor. | head him off. 


"Neither are you," Izzy says quietly. | work my jaw briefly but end up shrugging. Silently, we decide on a truce 
and | look away first, turning back to the continuing saga of Axl and the duck. Izzy bows his head and continues 


to pretend to tune his guitar. He just doesn't want Axl to know that he thinks this is funny. 


Axl finally corners the poor duck between the wall and two amps. "I bet you'll taste real good flambéed and-" 
He dives for the duck but ends up crashing into the wall, taking a lamp with him. He jumps back up, feathers in 


his hands and snarls. 


"Hey, man, watch the stuff," Izzy complains. Axl ignores him and wheels around taking another leap at the duck, 
his hands outstretched and this time | think he might have actually caught it if it hadn't been for our wannabe 


cowboy. 


In two quick steps with his white cowboy boots, Duff in his cutoff sweatpants crosses the floor to the fleeing 
duck and picks it up. "Hey! A duck!" | can't help it. | start laughing again 


The look on Axl's face is priceless as he stares up at Duff and up and up.. Hey, it's a long way to look, trust 
me. Axl stays on the floor for what seems a brief eternity, his mouth permanently open and completely 
speechless. Steven, in the meantime, falls out of his chair, ending up beating the floor with his fist as he 
cackles. 

Axl finally jumps to his feet, holding out one demanding hand. "Give it to me," he orders like a fucking dictator. 
Duff cuddles the duck to his chest, petting it softly. "Why?" 


"Because," Axl says slowly, like he was explaining something to a child, "lm going to KILL it” The duck quacks in 
protest as Duff clutches it tighter to his chest and turns away. "Duff!" 


Duff scowls. "No." 
"NO?" That was definitely another patented screech. "What the fuck do you mean, ‘no?"" 
Duff pets the duck and turns a defiant face to Axl. "| want to keep it" 


"What as a fucking pet or something?" Duff nods happily. "Duff it's a fucking DUCK! You don't keep ducks as 


pets! Now give it to me and-" 

"What do you think, Slash?" | jerk as | realize that Duff's comment was directed at me. 

Le 

"What the fuck does it matter what he thinks? | don't want the stupid duck on our tour-" 

| don't think it matters if that's what you want" I'm talking to Duff but glaring at Axl. Don't fucking interrupt 
me, bitch. "Sure, Duff, let's have a pet duck" | pick Clyde off my lap where he's once again trying to escape- 
I'm sure he wanted to chase the damn duck, too-and let him wrap around my arm again. 

"Hey, cool," Steven says, getting up off the floor to go see Duff's new pet. He grins and pats it on the head. 
"Just kind of fucking weird is all," | mutter. Couldn't Duff have a normal pet? | set Clyde on the back of the 
couch to send him on his merry way and Izzy immediately stands up, trying to flee nonchalantly for the other 
side of the room. When | turn back towards Duff and Axl, seeing Duff's smile and Axl's glare | feel really, 
really good. Even if | did just agree to adopt a duck 


Fuck, what did | just do? 


Dude. This would be fucking hysterical..if | wasn't in it. 


Chapter 2: Part of the Band 


| pluck at a random string and look over at Izzy. He knots his brows and purses his lips, eyeing my fingers 
intently. | change my fingering in a quick one-two bouncing between two frets and then add the curve-ball-| 
slide my fingers down to the bottom frets, dancing my way over the strings as fast as | can manage. I'd like 


to say that | did it effortlessly, but that would be outright lying. 


Izzy chews on his lower lip for a while before grinning. He strums a D before changing to a G and looks at me 


as he adds a perfect rhythm to my challenge. Fuck "Took me all day to think of that, man," | protest. 
"Always the same," he says. 


"What?" | stare. "Are you saying | can't do anything else or something?" Izzy shrugs and strums absently. "I 
can do other things!" I'd like to say otherwise, but that was a whine. | sit up from my controlled sprawl on the 


couch and push the hair out of my face. "I can!" 


I'd add more but Duff strides into the room, walking straight to the hotel's mirror. "What do you think?" he 
asks. Izzy and | exchange a look. "Come on, guys-did | get it all or what?" | open my mouth but close it again 


What the fuck do | know about hair dye? 


The room door slams and a flurry of red hair stalks inside. "Fucking roadies and their goddamn..." Axl trails off, 
muttering more to himself than anything and stomps to the bathroom Duff just left. We stare together at 
the door when he pokes his head back out, finally bothering to notice us. "I'm taking a fucking shower!" The 


door slams. 


Steven manages to wake up for a moment. "Someone here?" he mumbles and falls back onto the pillows and the 


relatively stable bed. Lucky him. 


The rest of us don't fair so well when Axl's voice tops out in the higher registers. "What the FUCK is THIS? 
What the fuck do you think you're doing, you fucking freeloading—" The bathroom door jerks open and a streak 
of white shoots out followed by Axl waving a hairbrush with deadly intent. "What the fuck is that thing doing 
in the bathtub?!" 


| pick myself up off the floor, sitting back on the couch, and glance at the thing in question, that's currently 
quacking madly in the relative safety of Duff's arms. "Swimming?" | venture and wish | could take it back. 


Axl snaps his gaze straight to me. "What?" he asks quietly. | shake my head mutely and bury myself in my 
hair, hunching up my shoulders. Axl slinks up to me and pushes my hair back. "Ducks," he says calmly enough, 
"are wild animals. Therefore, please tell me what the fuck does it think it's DOING IN THE BATHTUB OF A 
FUCKING HOTEL?" | flatten myself against the cushions, wincing as he pulls my hair. Eee. 


"He likes it there." Axl releases my hair, turning away. | glance up to see him seething at Duff who looks only 


vaguely concerned considering the situation. "Ducks like water, you know," Duff adds helpfully. 


| can hear Axl's teeth grinding from here. "Duff" He stops, probably counting to ten and starts again. "We're 


not allowed to have pets in the hotel. Remember?" 

"He's not a pet," Duff insists, stroking his feathered friend 
"Oh?" 

"He's part of the band" 

"Part of the band" Duff nods. "What does it play, Duff?" 


Duff sets the bird down before shrugging and staring sincerely at Axl. "I think you're getting too stressed over 
a duck, Axl." 


Axl blinks. Twice. "It's been following me around all day. ALL DAY, Duff. | don't think I'm over-reacting. The last 


thing | need is a small, feathered shadow!" 


Duff cocks a hip. "You are over-reacting and l'm going to my room until you calm down" | stare incredulously 
as he does just that. Axl's jaw has dropped and Izzy stares blankly at the floor. Steven's big blue eyes are 
trying to stare at everyone at once. 


The door latches quietly behind Duff and Axl whirls on the rest of us. "I'm NOT over-reacting!" We employ the 
deer-in-headlights defense and don't move a muscle lest we provoke him. Izzy and | do the smart thing and 
don't make eye-contact. Steven slips up. Axl stomps over to him to scream, "I'm NOT!" before stomping back 
into the pit of hell he came from, otherwise known as the bathroom. The door closes and we glance at each 


other nervously. 
Steven cracks a smile. "That was insane, huh?" | smile weakly back. 


The bathroom door is ripped open one last time and a scream of fury proceeds a fleeing white streak. "Fucking 


son of a-" A bar of soap ricochets off the far wall, hitting Steven on the rebound- 
"Hey!" 


And the door slams with a deafening thud. | lift my eyebrows. Well then. The duck, seeking safety, comes 


waddling up to me. | glower as it cuddles to my side. Great. 


Chapter Three: The Duck Finale 


"Tree." 


"Stop it" Axl stared resolutely out the window of the tour bus, introspective and probably pensively pondering 


his wretched existence. | hitched my magazine up higher, determined to ignore the rest of the world. 


"Tree," Steven repeated, his arms propped up on the back of the couch as he stared out the window opposite 
from Axl. | kick him a little bit with my foot so he'll scoot over, giving me room to stretch my legs. "Tree" 


| heard the grinding of teeth in the background as | turned a page. "Steven" 

"Tree" 

"STOP it," Axl snapped. 

"Tree" 

| said STOP IT" 

Tree" 

With a sigh of disgust, | finally threw my magazine over my shoulder, giving up on actually being able to read 
it. | was just in time to see Axl's murderous glance and | kicked Steven's leg. Time for some damage control. 


"Steven!" 


"What?" Steven turned his big blue eyes my way, all innocence. | gritted my teeth and glared, determined not 


to give in. 
"You're annoying, man," Izzy said from his seat in the corner, saving me the trouble. 


Steven sighed and went back to staring out his window. He knew he couldn't argue with Izzy, ‘cause Izzy had 


immunity from the ‘puppy-dog eyes: | pulled my hat down over my eyes and settled into the couch. 
A moment later: "Tree." 

"God-" Axl screeched, "what the FUCK is" 

"Quack!" 


Oh fuck... | looked down at the floor just in time to catch sight of the streak of white that, of course, waddled 
its way directly over to Axl. And his shriek reached new heights. "FUCKING DUCK!" 


"AXL!" | heard Izzy snap and Steven screamed as he was shoved to the floor. | curled up on myself, not 
knowing what was happening, wanting to keep myself out of it, and wondering why there were so many 


feathers in the air. 


The window beside me hurtled open, Axl jumping on top of me, the madly struggling duck held high as he 
screamed about his ‘holy crusade’ to the wind. | can't be sure, but | think | heard ‘sacrifice’ in there 


somewhere. | stared wide-eyed at the raving lunatic standing over me, my brain stuck in park. 


| tried to scramble up, my hands slipping on the cushions, the counter behind me, the blanket hanging off. | 
couldn't seem to get purchase; | need to catch a hold of something, grab something-the duck, the window, or 


Axl's hair, whichever came first. 


Somehow, | tripped over Steven, pitching forward onto my face. | grabbed at Axl as | went down, my arms 


wrapping around his waist and | glanced up to see the poor duck being thrown out the window by a vengeful 


redhead. 


"Noooo00000!" A cowboy boot embedded itself in my back as Duff used me as a stepping stool onto the couch, 
shoving Axl out of the way. His blond hair whipped in the wind as he stared out. "No!" 


| pulled myself up, one hand on clutching my back, and peeked out the window. A pitifully small white speck was 
waddling slowly through the dust, towards the bus before it turned into a dot on the horizon. | stared after it, 
feeling just a little bit sad. Sure | didn't necessarily like the damn thing-especially when Duff insisted it had to 


sleep in between, but what a way to go. Poor duck.. 


Then | heard the scrape of cowboy boots against metal. "Duff" | whipped my head around, my hair blinding me, 
and | only got a glimpse of Duff trying to get his long legs out of the small opening. He luckily got caught in 
the very window he was trying to jump from, giving me time enough to tangle myself in his legs, taking him 
down to the floor after bouncing off the couch. | rolled myself up on top of him, sitting on his stomach as | 
tried to hold him down. Steven laid on top of one of Duff's arms while Izzy grabbed the other. And he still 
fought. Duff strained against the three of us before collapsing. As one, we breathed a sigh of relief and 


released him. 


Duff sat up calmly to stare blankly at me, waiting for me to get off of him. When | did, he stood, brushing off 
the imaginary dust on his shirt and shorts. Eyeing him warily, | slunk backwards until | hit the far wall. With no 
expression on his face, Duff stepped towards Axl who shrunk just a bit under Duff's shadow. Can't really say 
as if | blamed him. 


Steven and | pulled ourselves up onto the couch to watch the imminent explosion. This was promising to be 
good and | wished | had some popcorn. Had no idea what Duff was planning. 


And as the rest of us gawked, Duff bodily picked Axl up and slammed him against the window, trying to shove 


him outside. 


"Duff, no!" | yelled, panic kicking me into overdrive as | lunged for him. 

Steven followed my lead, grabbing a hold of Duff's arm again. "We still need him, dude!" 

Axl had one foot on either side of the window and he was a fucking air raid siren pushing back against Duff. | 
tried to cover my ears but realized that would mean releasing Duff which wouldn't be a good thing considering 


the circumstances. 


"Duff!" | said, wrapping my arms more firmly around his chest and yanking backwards. "Think this through, 


manl!" 


My elbow rebounded hard off the floor as Duff crumbled beneath me, falling backwards as Izzy took him out 
at the knees. This, unfortunately, put Duff directly on top of me and | can tell you right now, he's not exactly 
a lightweight. | struggled to breathe as | crawled out from underneath him, Izzy kneeling on the floor, still wild- 
eyed from the whole incident. "Gotta take ‘em low," he told me. 


| nodded, pulling myself up to sit beside Duff who, bereft of his beloved pet and unable to have vengeance, had 
curled up on himself, crying quietly. Sighing, | hugged him to me, grunting when he returned the motion with 
three times the force. Folded in Duff's bear hug, | glared at Axl's retreating back as he skittered to the rear 
bedroom. 


"Horrible thing to do, man," Steven says and joins me comforting Duff. 


Izzy glanced between us and Axl, deciding where he was needed most before chasing off after Axl for damage 


control. 
Steven started rocking back and forth as | rubbed slow circles on Duff's back 


All over a fucking duck. This..was my life. 


~~~ Epilogue ~~~ 


"Dude," Steven said, straddling the chair as he sat down. "We have got to do something about Duff" 


| peered at him from beneath my hair, wincing slightly at the bright sunshine streaming through the 
overabundant windows of the hotel's tiny restaurant. | fumbled for my coffee and a cigarette, accidentally 


knocking my silverware to the floor but not really caring. "I got it covered, man" 


"Seriously?" Steven asked, peering intently at me. He lifted my hair, trying to see my face and | growled at him. 
It was way too early for this.. 


"Yeah." 

Over a week later from the whole duck incident and Duff was still in mourning, moping all day everyday. I'd 
finally decided that | couldn't take it anymore and since Duff obviously wasn't going to let the whole thing go, 
something else had to be done. And | didn't want a new fucking duck. 


| wanted the beat the living shit out of Axl, but that wasn't a very good plan either-one, because we kind of 


needed him and two, because he was a fast little fucker when he wanted to be. 


So there | was at seven in the morning, sitting in an overly cheery little café because that was the time Duff 


normally got up. All| could think was that this had better fucking work 

"He's coming," Steven told me and | nodded. 

"Make sure he comes over here” 

Ushered by Steven, Duff stumbled over to the table, slumping into a seat beside me. | pushed a small wrapped 
box towards him, a big bow on the top to cover up the horrible wrapping job. He looked away, not interested 


"Please?" | asked. | wasn't going to beg, but ‘please’ always seemed to help, especially with Duff. 


Duff sighed and slouched forward, his eloows on the table as he grabbed the box, quickly prying it open. He 


froze. | froze. Steven froze. 


And then a small smile cracked Duff's face. | answered it and Steven doubled it. "People frown on ducks as pets 
anyways," | said. "So..is this okay?" 


Duff stared at me seriously. "You can't replace him, Slash." 

"Yeah.." | said, trying to tiptoe my way around this, "but this helps you remember right?" 

| suddenly couldn't breathe because | was being crushed against Duff's shoulder. "I fucking love it, man," he 

said, my ribs creaking as he hugged me tighter. | pushed against his shoulders in protest until he let me go 
and | struggled to fill my lungs again before glancing down at the table. Duff's present stared up at me with 


its jet black, rubber ducky eyes. 


"It can sleep right where he slept, right, Slash?" Steven asked, his grin positively wicked. | glared across the 
table at him. FUCK. 


And Duff was nodding enthusiastically. "Good ideal” 


Yep. My life. Be just fucking hysterical if | wasn't in it. 


